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Chapter 1 


H unted 


It was nearly nightfall on the edge of civilization, and Bernard the trapper had 
not yet crossed the wisdom river to the untamed wilderness on the western side. 
Despite a long eight hour days ride, the old man was growing restless in the 
saddle, and his legs were going numb. Bernard rode on, his mule breathing 
labored heaves as it carried the hunter and his deceased partner at its rear. Who 
was tied hastily to its back, dangling and sometimes making sickening slapping 
sounds as the mule trotted admirably forward. Bernard was a good man, what 
happened today was a genuine accident. The day started as well as any other had, 
Bernard and his friend had their breakfast shared a few hunting stories and 
packed up their camp to begin the days long search for signs of animal dwellings. 
So that they may set their traps, dead falls, and snares for the squirrels, hare’s, 
and the like, and Westinghouse for the prime hunts, deer, beavers, and fox. The 
two trappers made swift time as they searched every nook and cranny east of the 
wisdom river, by the time it was mid-afternoon the men had caught a sizable 
bounty and had laid a great many crate traps at the mud holes of crawdads and 
No. 4 Westinghouse steel traps at dugouts of beaver. It was late in the afternoon 


when the two men came upon a dangerous prize, but a prize nonetheless. A 


solitary brown bear was laying carefree at the bank of a gentle stream. Bernard’s 
friend, a man he met just days before wanted desperately to take the prize home 
to his family. Bernard was reluctant but he understood the desire to bring a 
trophy so dangerous home to loved ones. Bernard instructed his partner to get 
around the bear so that if it awoke before it perished the two men could hit its 
vitals without being in the other’s way. Bernard gave the signal when his man 
peeked through the brush and was in position for the attack. The two men raised 
their Springfield rifles and carefully drew a beat on the bear's lungs. The two 
men were ready to fire when a pecker wood echoed its call loudly nearby, the 
bear awoke in an instant, its eyes scanning its surroundings for danger. In one 
swift motion, the bear was on its legs and sniffing the air. Out of nervousness or 
pure accident, Bernard’s partner lost his swift footing and snapped some dry 
wood as he reasserted his position. The bear jerked its head in the direction of 
the bush that concealed the hunter. The bear took a step towards the bush and 
out of pure fear, Bernard reckoned, the trapper discharged his rifle, and so to did 
Bernard in an effort to save the poor man’s life. The bear did not do what the 
two men thought that it would. When the man in the bush fired, the bear quickly 
turned and darted as quick as lightning into the woods, leaving Bernard’s shot to 
hit his friend square in his temple. And that was that. An unfortunate accident, 
and nothing more. Bernard had nothing to feel guilty about. Bernard was a man 
of action and quickly dispelled the worry and stress that shooting and killing a 
man will instill on a man’s psyche. Bernard and his partner were supposed to 
start heading east. Tomorrow to a nearby hunting haberdashery for lodging. The 
two men notified the workers of the hunting lodge that they would not be gone 
for more than two or three days, which meant Bernard would have to get the 
body across the wisdom river and hidden away in the uncivilized land that lay to 


the west of the river, come daybreak tomorrow. So that is where the trapper now 


finds himself, with the sun setting the hunter has, at last, arrived at the raging 
wisdom river. It would be a struggle to get across, and the poor mule had already 
suffered enough. So Bernard decided to hitch up the mule with some apples and 
a dish of river water at its side. Bernard got his ax from his pack and began 
hacking away at a nearby tree. After half an hour of intense labor, the tree came 
crashing down into the river with a gratifying thud. The sun was gone now, and 
darkness was beginning to overwhelm the woods. Tired and drained of energy 
Bernard dragged the tree into the riverbank, and with a sigh of relief allowed it 
to lodge itself into the water. Bernard gathered his provisions and hunting 
supplies from his mule and unhitched the body of his friend. Although it was 
dark, the man’s white eyes stared blankly into Bernard’s soul. With one motion 
Bernard closed the man’s eyes and threw his limp and cold body over his 
shoulders. As carefully and nimbly as the old man could walk, he stepped onto 
the tree and took every step deliberately and softly, as a cat would. After a few 
slow moments, Bernard stepped off the log and into the mud. He made it, he 
looked behind him and waved his mule goodbye as he entered the wide expanse 
of untamed, unknown wilderness. Bernard walked for as long as his legs would 
allow him. It was so dark now that Bernard could see only the ghostly blur of 
tree bark to guide his way. Bernard had never been in the woods alone, come 
nightfall. A feeling of pure, primal fear was beginning to trickle over him. The 
realization dawned on Bernard that he was at the mercy of the forest, a 
defenseless insignificant being, that could be cast out of existence by any of 
God’s creatures whenever they choose to spring out from the darkness and 
ambush the poor hunter. Every crack of the deadwood that littered the ground, 
every hoot and howl of the inhabitants of the woods set the trapper further on 
edge. It was when the sounds of the forest grew unbearably loud that Bernard 


decided it was time to set up camp. Motivated by that primal fear that began to 


finds its way into Bernard’s heart, quickly the trapper got his tent up, and then 
set up a circle of bell wires all around the tent so that no creature could catch 
him unawares. Finally, Bernard got his flint and hurriedly got a fire going, once 
the orange flames illuminated his safe haven, Bernard was relived and his fear 
dissipated. If one thing would keep the savage creatures of the woods away, it 
was a fire. Warm, and at ease, Bernard took a moment to rest by the fire and 
warm his bones, chilled by the cool night air, before entering the tent and 


turning in and sleeping off his guilty conscience. 


Unwanted Observer 


ernard awoke to the chaotic sound of something tangled in the bell wire. 

Quickly Bernard retrieved his rifle and opened the flap of the tent with his 
gun as his direction. The fire was dwindling, nearly extinguished, with only 
slight flickers of life, that illuminated the bell wire surrounding the tent, allowing 
Bernard to see. Whatever was caught in the wire was caught no longer as the 
woods were as silent and tranquil as they were moments before. Bernard 
retrieved his lantern and lit it as quickly as his clumsiness would allow. Bernard 
made his way to the source of the disruption and found the wire to be crudely 
cut, with bells littering the forest floor. Bernard got on his knees and inspected 
the line carefully, what creatures had enough brains and wit to escape the wire so 
quickly, and with such ease? The thought of it filled Bernard with dread, so 
quickly he waved away such thoughts, and tied up the damaged line once again. 
It was then that something stuck to the line caught Bernard’s eye. Bernard 


brought it into the light of his lantern. A rough, stringy, and very dark brown 


tuft of fur was stuck tightly to the line. Bernard took it from the line and 
caressed it softly in his hand. It was strangely colored and felt quite unusual, 
rough, like horsehair. It smelled quite badly as well. It had the stink of a skunk’s 
excretions, the smell made Bernard slightly nauseous. Bernard tossed the hair 
into the fire and sat quietly in contemplation. After a few moments Bernard 
decided it was time to put his poor friend into the dirt and put an end to this 
cursed trip he found himself in. Bernard took up his shovel and dragged the 
corpse of his good friend behind him. With the lantern to guide him Bernard 
stepped out of the safety and comfort of his camp and into the primeval darkness 
of nature. Bernard was not foolish, he would not go far from his camp. Fifteen 
steps. Fifteen steps were quite far enough. Bernard sat his lantern down beside 
him and quickly got to work with the shovel as his will. Bernard’s bones and 
muscles ached as he drove the shovel into the dirt and out again, the day’s 
exertions had taken their toll on Bernard’s old body. Finally, a hole a few feet 
deep took form, and Bernard cast his shovel beside him. With deep and raspy 
breathes Bernard sat in the muck, taking a few moments to recover himself. 
However, he knew not to take too long, lest he fall into sleep. Bernard hurled the 
body of his friend over his shoulder with a heave, and with another heave he 
dumped the corpse into the shallow grave. Bernard could see the face of his best 
hunting partner clearly in the light of the lantern. A distraught face of fear was 
stuck upon his face, although his eyes were closed Bernard still felt the man was 
staring at him. Bernard closed his eyes and got rid of his guilty thoughts and 
took his shovel in hand. Heave after heave, the man’s frightening visage 
dissipated and dirt began to clean up Bernard’s sin. Suddenly Bernard began 
feeling a dreadful feeling, a cold piercing ache in his heart, not the fear he felt 
earlier, but a sixth sense of sorts, his body warning him of some sort of incoming 


danger. Bernard couldn't ignore it the more he resisted it the more it increased in 


intensity. Finally, as Bernard felt he was gonna be sick he dropped his shovel to 
the ground and carefully examined his surroundings to find the source of his 
feelings. It was then something's gaze met his. Two bright, orange reflective eyes 
penetrated Bernard’s heart. In an instant, Bernard felt the cold shiver of pure 
primal fear shock his body. Bernard stepped back and clumsily fell into the 
shallow grave. Quickly Bernard got to his feet and looked to where the thing was 
staring into him. Whatever it was it was gone. The cold fear began to fade away. 
Bernard could have sworn, he saw the eyes, but, maybe his exhaustion was 
making him see things in the shadows. It had to be an illusion of the lantern’s 
light because it disappeared just as soon as it appeared, no animal can retreat that 
quickly, and without making a sound. Bernard’s rationalization of what he saw 
allowed him to relax once more. Hastily Bernard piled the dirt onto his crimes 
and quickly returned to the safety of his camp. Bernard refused to think about 


the events of the past day and night, and forced himself into an uneasy sleep. 


An Unexpected Complication 


hen Bernard awoke, warm sunlight was streaming into the open tent 

flap, nearly blinding the old trapper as he crawled out of the tent and 
into the daylight. Bernard’s body ached and groaned as it did after a long night of 
heavy drinking at the lodge. The lodge, the sound of it appears as a haven, 
compared to the woods Bernard now finds himself in. A nice cold brew, that is 
just the thing that Bernard needed to alleviate his stress and clear his sins from 
his mind, at least for a time. With the fantasy of drinking his guilt away, Bernard 
packed up his camp and headed east back to the wisdom river. The warmth of 
the sun and the beauty that daylight cast on the woods was a stark contrast to the 
horror that darkness brings to the forest. As Bernard hiked his way through pine 
trees, willows, and fields of endless green grass and blossoming flowers, Bernard 
was jovial once more. In his heart Bernard loved the wilderness, it was an escape 
from civilization, which meant refuge for Bernard. As Bernard was not a man of 


society, whether it was because he did not belong, or because he did not wish to 


belong Bernard did not know, but he hated the railroad settlements and the 
expansive cities of the east coast, filled with men of ambition and weakness, 
things Bernard did not take to. Though the wild was a refuge to a man like 
Bernard, the way that it made him feel the night prior was unlike anything the 
city had ever done to him. As Bernard leaped across boulders and fallen trees he 
came to realize that he was beginning to gain a hatred for these woods. In all of 
his years on earth, no hunting trip to any forest, desert, or snow-covered 
mountain had caused him as much suffering and misfortune as the woods and 
peaks surrounding the wisdom river. These woods were beginning to feel 
cursed, and that brought that solitary trapper at the lodge and his tales of these 
woods to the forefront of Bernard’s mind. When Bernard first arrived at the 
hunting lodge a month ago, an old and tired looking trapper was sat up at a 
table, slamming liquor down his gullet, he beckoned for Bernard to join him at 
his table, and he did. The solitary trapper told a most freighting yarn about his 
experience in the woods west of the wisdom river. The trapper was stuck up on 
the highest peak with his best friend, a miner from some desolate railroad town. 
The trapper had taken his friend up to that summit to find pronghorn, as the 
miner wished to bring the horns home to his family as decor for their newly 
purchased home. The trapper and the miner got their traps all set up, and the 
trapper taught the miner about the ins and outs of hunting and trapping. Then 
they headed for the summit, in search of the pronghorn. The trapper said that he 
and his miner friend split up, to cover as much ground as they could. The two 
men agreed to meet at where they stood come sundown. As the sun got low in 
the sky, the grizzled trapper arrived at the meeting place, but his miner friend 
was nowhere to be seen. The trapper waited for a few moments before deciding 
to search around and call out for his friend. The woods were eerily quiet, like 


they were dead, or hiding away from something the trapper could not see. The 


trapper’s search was in vain, he did not find a trace of his friend in those woods. 
As the old man returned to his camp alone, an ear-splitting scream broke the 
silence of the deadwood. The trapper nearly jumped out of his skin at the sudden 
howl of pain. The trapper ran as fast as his old tired legs could take him as he 
pursued the source of the cries. As the trapper came upon his camp, in the light 
of the campfire, the trapper saw a large brooding monstrosity. Standing on two 
legs, biting like a ravenous dog with rabies into the miner’s neck with loud bone 
chilling howls, ape like in nature as it dug its teeth into the mans flesh. The 
trapper aimed his rifle at the beast and fired. It appeared the trapper missed as it 
simply dropped the dying man to the floor and looked in the direction of the 
trapper in surprise, its bloodied mouth and human like gaze burning itself 
eternally into the trappers conscience. Quickly with speed like the trapper 
thought impossible the creature retreated into the forest with a few graceful 
bounds its orange eyes looking back at him, blood-hungry, were the last thing 
the trapper ever saw as it faded into the trees. The miner had nearly perished 
when the trapper took to his aid. It was far too late to save the poor young man, 
his throat had been savagely torn open, with bright pink blood pouring onto the 
muddy ground. The trapper attempted to comfort the man in his last moments 
as best he could. As soon as the man perished the trapper packed up his things 
and hoisted his friend over the saddle and got out of that forest and across that 
river as fast as his horse could take him. That trapper’s name was Bauman. 
Bernard will never forget the look on the solemn trappers face. There was pain, 
suffering, and a deep resonating fear in his tone. There was a look of pure fear 
and anger, and a broken and distant gaze in the trappers old eyes. Bernard 
couldn't help but feel that the man was either telling the truth or so maddened he 
genuinely believed what he saw to have truly happened. The recollection of the 


trapper’s story sent a spine-tingling chill of realization through Bernard. The 


stories were real, the myths were real. What he saw last night was real. The 
legend of the Sasquatch was real. Suddenly Bernard had another recollection, a 
few days prior to his accident, a native American man stopped by the hunting 
lodge and Haberdashery. Bernard invited the man to chat out of sheer boredom. 
The native man explained his purpose in the area, he was here to hunt the wild 
spirit, the forest’s guardian, the Sasquatch. The Sasquatch had killed the native 
man’s sister when she came to the wisdom river on a fishing trip. The native man 
said that when his sister never returned, he set out to find her, and find her he 
did. She was at the wisdom river face down on the sandy bank. Blood caked the 
sand, and the river flowed red. A very large bloody rock lay at her side. The 
native man heard loud banging against the trees on the other side of the river. 
That is when he knew that the forest spirit had killed his sister. It banged harshly 
on the trees, and the sound echoed far across the river, it was warning the young 
man to stay away, lest he suffers the same fate as his sister. The man returned his 
sister to his people and shortly after came to the hunting lodge to purchase 
supplies for his revenge-fueled excursion. Bernard laughed heartily at the man’s 
ramblings, he was not laughing now. Bernard hoped that the man never came to 
this forest, he hoped that no man would have to encounter the hungry gaze and 
feel its unsettling human pupils stare into their very being as Bernard had. 
Finally, Bernard came upon the raging flow of water and was pulled away from 
his thoughts. A moment passed before Bernard realized his current situation. 
The tree was gone. Bernard knew he was in the same spot as he was prior as he 
could see the prints of his boots deeply imprinted next to his black boot. It was 
then that Bernard realized his horse was also missing from the area. The tree 
where the sweet creature was tied up was standing solitary with no evidence that 
the horse was ever there. It was then that Bernard realized that his prints were 


not the only ones ingrained in the sandy bank. Besides his own was a very large, 


human print, except it wasn’t human, as it was much too large. Twelve inches 
wide by a foot and half long, or so it appeared to the troubled trapper. The sheer 
size of the print filled the huntsman with a piercing awareness of the size of the 
beast that called this forest home. Bernard’s heart dropped deep into his chest 
when he grazed the print with his hand, the print was still warm. It was near, it 
could be right behind the lone hunter, it could be watching him, concealed away 
in the bush. It WAS watching him. The old hunter could feel that horrible 
sickness he felt the night prior, the way he felt before he saw the monster's eyes 
gaze into his own. Bernard slowly got to his feet, and froze in place, as if the 
creature's gaze had turned him into stone. The raging of the river was the only 
sound that echoed through the forest. There were no birds, no foxes, no 
anything. Just the trickling of the water, trickling, trickling, and trickling. 
Suddenly a noise broke the silence. A massive boulder smashed into the sand by 
Bernard’s left leg causing a loud crash to reverberate through the silent 
woodland. Immediately Bernard found his body free from the beast’s hypnotic 
gaze. As quickly as his legs would take him Bernard dashed down the riverbank. 
Boulders smashed next to him causing sand and water to launch into the air 
blinding the trapper. The hunter wiped the grit from his eyes and dashed into the 
woods to his left, so as to avoid further attacks from the unseen menace. Bernard 
ran, and ran, deeper, and deeper, into the cursed woods. Leaping from boulder to 
boulder, dashing from stream to stream, and climbing hills and slopes with the 
agility of a circus performer. The old man ran faster and harder than his body 
could have possibly handled in any ordinary instance, but the pure adrenaline of 
being assaulted by such a creature, with such intelligence and strength, as to set a 
trap for the trapper pushed his body beyond its limits. Finally, after what felt like 
hours of running the sun was getting low in the sky and Bernard sat down in the 


forest muck for a rest, before his body gave out in exhaustion. After a few deep 


and greatly needed breathes, Bernard returned to his feet, he was not planning 
on sitting around and waiting for the thing to catch up and put an end to his 
trapping career with one swift toss of a rock. Bernard slowly embarked further 
into the woods. Now that he had a moment of peace he could rack his brain and 
form a plan of escape. In his thoughts Bernard remembered that he left his 
supplies at the river, his pickax, gone, his Westinghouse traps, gone, his tent, 
gone, and most importantly his map of the wisdom river, gone, his canned 
peaches and apricots, gone, but that was no matter as the woods can easily 
provide for a man with knowledge of it, and Bernard certainty has that 
knowledge. All that Bernard had on him was what he had to survive until he got 
out of the wilderness. He had his compass, Springfield, twelve percussion caps, 
twelve Minnie balls, flint, two strands of jerky, a powder horn, a half-empty box 
of matches, and a single Westinghouse steel trap that he had forgotten he stowed 
at the bottom of his satchel bag where he intended to lay it at the riverbank 
before the hunting accident. Bernard tried his best to relax and play off the 
events of the past few hours so that he may focus his mind on getting to 
civilization. Bernard was in deep thought and had traveled a good distance since 
his rest when he saw a slender strand of dark Grey smoke, emanating in the air 
some distance to the north of Bernard. The old man immediately recognized the 
smoke like that of a campfire. The trapper hoped the fire was well-trained 
trappers or hunters, but it could just as well be the camp of outlaws, 
highwaymen, and other criminals attempting to escape justice in the wild. So 
Bernard put his hopes out of his mind and set off towards the source of the 


smoke. 


New Enemies, New Friends 


oftly and quietly Bernard crawled through the muck and through the bush 

until he could see the encampment clearly. Two dirty men, one with a 
worn-out Calvary uniform and the other with a duster were standing side by 
hunched over a native man bound against a lopsided tree. Bernard recognized 
the Indian, it was the man who came to the lodge to avenge his sister. The poor 
man was beaten badly, his eyes were swollen and blood was dripping and all 
dried up on the side of his face, no doubt these two men were not friends of his. 
The old man looked on as the man in the cavalry uniform muttered something in 
a gravelly voice as he lifted the Indians index finger and began bending it 
backward. The Indian spit on the unwashed man, in response the outlaw 
snapped his hand backward, breaking the Indians finger. Bernard was too afraid 
of the creature to risk exposing himself to these outlaws and getting caught 
himself. Bernard contemplated the situation for a moment before coming to the 


conclusion that was inevitable, he had to kill the two men in order to free a 


potential friend, who could help the lone trapper escape these woods. Bernard 
drew his Springfield applied his percussion cap and loaded his Minnie ball and 
paper wad cartridge. Carefully Bernard drew a beat on the outlaw in the 
uniform, like he was a dumb doe, unaware of the danger it is in. Bernard took a 
gamble on which man to shoot, as he would only be able to fire once before the 
other man came upon him and tried to put him in the dirt. Bernard took notice 
of the soldier’s uniform, no doubt the man had military training and served in a 
Calvary, and knew much of the gritty realities of warfare, a dangerous man to 
keep alive, so Bernard had made his choice. Slowly and with a deep breath, 
Bernard pulled the trigger. The gun fired, and smoke clouded the scene, but not 
before Bernard saw the outlaw in the uniform draw to the ground with blood 
drenching the mud. After a few grunts and cries of surprise from the outlaw with 
the duster, Bernard was on his feet and rotating around the small camp to the 
tree where the Indian was restrained. As the duster outlaw inspected his partner 
who was clearly dead or dying, Bernard silently began cutting the Indian’s ropes 
with his rusty skinning blade. Finally, the outlaw thought to check on his 
prisoner and saw Bernard crouched beside the tree. At this realization, the 
outlaw grew red hot with pure rage and hatred, and quickly discharged his 
revolver in Bernard’s direction. As nimbly as possible Bernard leaped and 
dolphin dived into a muddy puddle to the right of him. Without any other ideas, 
Bernard tossed his rusty knife at the outlaw who was now charging toward him 
like an angry buffalo. The knife met its mark in the man’s shoulder, red hot 
blood began pouring onto his leather duster profusely. This outlaw proved to be 
no cowardly city boy, as despite the blade in his shoulder the man did not stop 
his mad charge. Before Bernard could react the man was on top of him with his 
powder stained hands wrapped tightly around his throat. The man had a blood 
crazy gaze as he locked eyes with Bernard and began savagely choking the life 


from him. Bernard felt his satchel slip into his hand, which had fallen from his 
shoulder during the struggle. He felt his fingers touch something cold, 
something metal, the trap. In one swift motion, Bernard gripped the back of the 
trap and slammed it face forward into the right side of the outlaws face as hard as 
he possibly could. Bernard felt the steel trap clasp harshly with a metallic and 
forceful snap that reverberated through Bernard’s arm. The man’s skull shattered 
with a dull crack, the life left his eyes, his mouth gaped, as the trap smashed in 
part of the man’s face like a dropped watermelon. In a slow and very agonized 
drawl, the man slumped to the left of Bernard and fell to the dirt. With a deep 
breathe of relief Bernard threw the man’s corpse to the side and got to his feet, 
the trapper found that the Indian had escaped on his own and was now staring 
directly at Bernard. Judging his actions, but not to harshly as it was obvious the 
man was grateful to be freed and was just as afraid of the thing that haunts this 
forest as Bernard, it seemed he too had encountered it. After a few moments of 
the two men trying to understand and decipher each other, the Indian broke the 
silence. “Thank you for saving me. We must leave this place immediately, it’s 
dusk which means the predators of the forest will be on the prowl. I know of a 
hunting cabin that is not far off, we can reach it by nightfall.” Bernard gazed at 
the man for a moment, happy to finally be in the company of another living soul. 
“Yes, let’s get moving. You don't have to be coy with me man, I know of the beast 
that hunts here, the beast that is bound to this forest. It has already assaulted me 
once, and I don't intend for that to happen again, so yes, please lead the way.” The 
Indian nodded in understanding and began walking briskly into the forest, 
beckoning for Bernard to follow. Before the old man left, something within him 
told him to take the Westinghouse trap with him, and not one to deny his gut 
feelings Bernard reluctantly pried the trap from the man’s cold body, once free 


the trapper stumbled away from the body in disgust. Quickly Bernard shoved 


the bloody trap into his satchel and hurriedly caught up to the Indian with a 
young man’s vigor. As they hiked through the rough terrain the Indian felt the 
need to exclaim a few things. “I know you, white man. I spoke to you at the 
hunting lodge. It is nice to see you again. When I came to these woods for the 
second time, I came with the knowledge of what I would find here, yet I was not 
prepared for the ferocity of the Sasquatch. It hunted me, it tracked me, it 
attempted to trap me by leading me to the edge of cliffs and ravines with its calls, 
it dropped trees in my path, threw rocks at me from places unseen, and it tried to 
lure me into traps with its howls, knowing I was looking for it. The beast proved 
more cunning then I thought possible. It would have killed me if it weren't for 
those outlaws who took me captive, sending the beast into the woods who was 
surprised by the two men. Those outlaws were at the hunting lodge when you 
and I were talking they are from the east, they robbed many banks and highways 
along the east coast. They were planning on laying low, incognito for a while 
here in the wild, their ambitions changed when they learned of the forest 
guardian. Turns out they know about the Sasquatch, not only that, they have 
been leading travelers to it, by spreading the word that this forest contains 
animals of great amounts. They are looters, who would find the corpses the beast 
leaves behind, and take what valuables they had, thank you, truly, for taking 
those scum from this earth.” Bernard gave the man a nod, and the two continued 
in silence to the cabin. After half an hour of brisk hiking, the trees began to 
disappear and a clear plateau with a dilapidated and decrepit cabin materialized 
in front of the two men. Old, and rotting, the two men realized that it was 
unlikely the looters erected it, and instead had found the cabin empty no doubt 
to its creator falling victim to the beast. The Indian man led Bernard inside. A 
cozy little home, that Bernard would have found to be comfortable if it weren't 


for the fact that criminals called it home, and its previous owner was most likely 


murdered. Even still, the cabin’s charm was undeniable, pelts of wolves, fox, and 
even a bear adorned the four walls, masterfully tanned and skinned to Bernard’s 
experienced eye. The previous inhabitant must have been a skilled hunter, one 
Bernard could respect. A fire was lit in a rough stone fireplace. In the corner of 
the cabin a pot of coffee was brewing on a stove right next to the chimney. The 
warmth of the shelter provided the two men with restored spirits, as the harsh 
winds of the forest had begun to cool the blood in their veins. It was in this 
moment of respite that Bernard noticed the Indian man searching the drawer of 
a small work table. The Indian fiddled in the drawer for a moment and retrieved 
a leather journal from inside. The Indian flipped the journal open and began to 
read it aloud. “I found this journal when I first found this cabin before the two 
outlaws ambushed me. This is their journal, they have been living here for a very 
long time, they know a lot about this forest and its guardian, there was a third 
outlaw once, but he was killed by the forest giant, good riddance.’ After a 
moment's pause, the Indian flipped to an open page and continued. “Another 
boon today, that hairy feller treats us to well, come sunrise we set out to see what 
bounties the big man had brought us. We found a red skin woman on the bank 
of the river, her head all bashed to hell. That red bitch had a nice pair of 
moccasins and some valuable turquoise jewelry, this will fetch a nice price 
indeed at the hunting lodge. We were beginning to get low on funds, considering 
people stopped coming here after that trapper Bauman escaped and began 
spinning yarns to people at the lodge. It seems now people are beginning to 
forget his ramblings, things are looking up for us.’ As the man read the entry 
aloud his face began to turn red with rage but he kept his composure and flipped 
back to an earlier entry. “When the three of us first came here and ran into the 
hairy man, we were deathly afraid of him, we even considered leaving this valley 


and giving in to the Pinkerton’s and lawmen in the east. Then my partner 


Charlie, had a grand idea, the grandest idea I ever did hear. He said that we 
should lead people into this here forest, with tales of abundant critters, let the 
big man take care of them for us, and we reap the sweet belongings without 
putting in the work or risk of leaving evidence behind. Ever since that day 
Charlie and I have gotten along well with big hairy, we leave him well enough 
alone, and he provides us with the things we need. That was until the beast grew 
a soft spot or something like it, as it stopped killing for us. No matter how many 
folks we brought out here they all made it safely back to the lodge. Charlie, being 
the brave man that he is went to the creature’s lair, a large cave system to the 
northeast. There he found the beast sleeping and in its arms a young one, it had 
offspring. Our other partner Edgar, a young and spry one had an interesting idea, 
he thought to steal the child and we could raise it and teach it, like a pet dog. 
That night the three of us went back to that cave and when we saw big hairy 
bound off into the night we made our move and scooped up the little feller and 
took him back to the cabin. The little feller was distressed and cried out all night 
long, Charlie and Edgar being mighty impatient yelled at the little guy to shut 
up. That very night just before dawn big hairy stomped his way over, and 
howled angrily outside the cabin, Charlie and I told Edgar to give it the child 
back, contending with big hairy was a death sentence. Edgar stepped outside 
with the little guy in his arms, Charlie and I watched from the window. Big hairy 
just stood there, the creepy bastard as Edgar put the child down gently at its feet. 
Big hairy surprised us then, he picked up two massive rocks on the ground with 
his massive elongated limbs and before poor Edgar could react, slammed both of 
them together in a echoing thunderclap onto both sides of Edgar's face. An 
explosion of red blood drenched the rocks, as a sickening echo of blood, crushed 
bone, and colliding rocks rang into our ears loudly. Then there was nothing left 


of poor Edgar, naught for a headless corpse. Rest in peace you sly dog, I must say, 


taking that kid was a mighty stupid idea though. After that terrible incident 
Charlie and I decided we gotta do something more drastic if we want to see big 
hairy get angry again. A few days later, during the night well the mother, father, 
or whatever it was, was out hunting to provide for the little guy, Charlie 
returned to the cave and smashed the little one’s brain in with a rock. All night 
long Charlie and I heard the furry fella howl and cry louder than we ever heard it 
before. We almost felt bad about it, but we did what we had to to get the beast 
angry, to get it to kill again. After that it did, it killed each and every poor soul we 
brought into these woods. Once again our prospects here are looking up.’ The 
Indian took a deep breath and threw the book to the ground. Bernard stood 
quietly contemplating what he had just heard. “Nobody gets out of this forest 
alive. And now these fucking inbred fools have enraged the Sasquatch further, its 
blood lust will not end, only grow stronger the more humans it preys on.” Said 
the Indian man hopelessly. The two-men stood deep in thought, figuring a way 


out of their current situation. 


Delusions Of A Guilty Conscience 


N ight had arrived, the darkness was so black, Bernard could see nothing 

but an endless black void as he peered out the glass window. Bernard’s 
mind began to drift from his current ordeal to thoughts even darker, thoughts of 
his partner. Suddenly the faces of his partner’s wife and young son sprang to the 
forefront of his mind, causing a harsh tinge of guilt to settle in his body. Bernard 
came to the realization that due to his actions, the young trapper’s wife and child 
will never have closure, they will never have peace of mind, they will be 
wondering forever what became of their loved one. This reality was 
overwhelming for Bernard who had to sit down on the solitary bed in the corner 
of the cabin opposite the chimney to compose his thoughts. The Indian man 
began stepping around the small cabin aimlessly, anxious, his nerves putting him 
on edge, finally, he stopped in his tracks and returned to the small desk where he 
began to search it more thoroughly. After a moment he pulled a yellowing, 


coffee-stained map from the desk’s bowels. The Indian examined the map for a 


moment and sat on the bed beside Bernard to show him his findings. It was a 
crudely drawn map, etched in charcoal, it seemed to depict the cave system, with 
a little legend that showed two X’s, one being the resting place of the beast, and 
the other being an underwater exit, that leads directly into the wisdom river. The 
Indian man stared at Bernard for a few moments, quite awkwardly Bernard 
began to see his intentions from his stern expression. The man intended to enter 
the cave system and put an end to the Sasquatch while it slept. A tinge of 
shameful fear crept up through Bernard at the prospect of pursuing the demon 
of the forest, yet Bernard could also understand that attacking the being while its 
guard was down was their best bet of surviving to see the sunrise. Bernard gave a 
weak nod of acceptance to the Indian, who he suddenly realized he did not know 
the name of. “What is your name, young man?” “My name is Ahiga, but many of 
the white folk at the lodge call me red man, you may do the same.’ “A pleasure to 
meet you indeed Ahiga, my name is Bernard, but many of the folk at the lodge 
call me old man, you may do the same.’ Bernard smiled at Ahiga and got to his 
feet. Slowly with the grace of an ailing elder, he waddled to the desk and 
searched it for anything useful, inside was a single stick of dynamite with a small 
note that said quite simply “For vault door ONLY” Bernard picked up the stick 
and placed it on top of the drawer, in the drawer were countless trinkets and 
valuables, from those that fell victim to the outlaw’s deceit, and the ferocity of 
the Sasquatch. The sight and feel of the blood-stained treasure sent the powerful 
sting of shame and guilt into Bernard’s mind once more, his trapping partner 
could have easily had his shallow grave robbed by these godless vagrants, and 
that thought hurt Bernard deeply. With an audible sigh, he pushed the drawer 
shut and walked his way to the stove which the sight of was making the old 
trapper aware that he was hungrier than a feral badger. Bernard ate up the 


remainder of his jerky, being careful as to hide it from Ahiga’s sight, as he was in 


no condition to share it. The two men sat calmly, and peacefully in that cozy 
cabin for as long as they could, knowing that come daybreak they would begin 
their trek to their doom. Before long, and as much as the two men struggled to 
fight it, sleep overcame them. The night was quiet and still, the songs of the 
crickets had died away, the croaks of frogs and the howls of timber wolves, 
dissipated into the night air, but the sleeping men did not take notice. Once again 
the woods were dead. Its lifeless husk an ill omen, a warning of an unstoppable 
force of nature making itself known in the area. A creature that was both natural, 
a thing spawned of the woods loins, but also unnatural. A thing that does not 
belong, a thing that disrupts the very natural world that it is bound to. The two 
men in the cabin awoke in a dazed panic as just outside the cabin’s warped mold- 
covered door loud banging emanated into the room from the depths of the 
wood. The two men quickly got to their feet and Bernard drew his Springfield 
and directed it towards the doorway. Ahiga mimicked his actions with a 
handcrafted stone club. The woods were silent for a mere moment, then another 
loud knock rang out into the silence, slightly louder than before. Then another, 
closer, louder, and with more intensity. Then it stopped, and the woods were 
silent, besides the howling of the wind seeping into the cracks of the cabin’s 
uneven wooden foundation. It was here, and the two men were not prepared for 
its arrival. Tense and unprepared Bernard and Ahiga kept their weapons trained 
on the door, awaiting the inevitable attack. The attack did not come. The woods 
were without as much as the crack of a dry branch for what felt like an eternity 
to the men on high alert, ready to fire at any moment. Finally, the men lowered 
their weapons and stood dumbly and without direction not knowing how to 
react to the attack that felt so inevitable a moment before, never finding the tall 
shadow of the beast in the doorway left the two men in a confused state. A few 


seconds later a loud scratching sound came from the south side of the cabin, 


where the bed was pushed up against the wall. The two men walked briskly to 
the northern side of the cabin until they felt the heat of the chimney at their 
backs. The scratching echoed all along the wall until it faded off the side of the 
small shack. For another moment it was deathly quiet until a loud scraping 
pierced the ears of the tense men. Bernard fired a shot blindly in the vague 
source of the sound, the bullet tore a large hole through the brittle wood and 
very loud footsteps and a loud howl followed the sound of the gunshot. The 
thumping footsteps faded away from the cabin until they dropped off deep in 
the heart of the forest. After a moment of shock, Bernard accepted what 
happened and quickly reloaded his Springfield and replaced the percussion cap. 
Ahiga stood still, looking on through the hole in the wall, his mouth agape in 
awe at the creature's relentless curiosity. The two men took a moment to look at 
each other as if to calm one another. Minutes passed and the men’s nerves had 
smoothed out, their tense standoff with the creature was over, they took a 
moment to rest, to settle their stressed minds. Bernard sparked an idea in his old 
and tired brain, he retrieved his line of bells and stepped out into the desolate 
darkness to set up his defenses. Bernard felt weak, and vulnerable in the pitch 
black of the night. The only thing that let Bernard know he was placing the wire 
around the correct tree was the position of the bright orange flames popping out 
of the cabin window like a lighthouse in an endless ocean. As Bernard passed the 
ghostly shape of the trees, he thought he could see the face of his hunting 
partner. Etched deeply into their roots, he only saw it in a glace, when he turned 
for a good look the face was gone. The stories of woodland spirits, of tortured 
souls, of people that inhabit trees, were starting to have an effect on Bernard’s 
guilty conscience. Lack of sleep was beginning to instill sinister visions of deeds 
Bernard wished so greatly to forget. After a few grueling minutes of guilt-based 


hallucinations and a feeling of helplessness, Bernard had established a perimeter 


around the cabin. Satisfied he returned to the warmth and comfort the cabin 
provided, ignoring how fragile that safety and solace is, and how quickly it could 
be taken away. The cabin felt different as Bernard stepped inside, the room was 
darker, the stove had burnt out and the chimney was flickering dimly. The light 
was dying, and the cabin felt less like a safe haven and more like a big cage. 
Keeping Bernard and Ahiga in one place until the hunter finds the perfect time to 
retrieve its quarry, and that time seemed closer than ever as the world darkened 
and the pitch-black began to penetrate and destroy the little light that remained. 
The creature of the wood had left the two men helplessly out of their element, at 
its mercy. Bernard felt the cold chill of the cold wind of the night blowing at his 
back as he slammed the rickety door shut behind him. The two men knew that 
this cabin was no longer safe. “We need to wait till dawn to hike to the cavern, 
but now that the fires have grown dim the creature will be less hesitant and 
curious the next time it comes around. We will need to get more wood if we 
want to keep it on edge, and hesitant to attack.” Ahiga nodded in understanding, 
but his fear was plain on his face, he made no attempt to hide it. Bernard had pity 
on the young man, he came to these woods to avenge the one he loved most, 
Bernard came to these woods to bury a sin most awful. The kid shouldn't have to 
face the wrath caused by people like him, and those godless outlaws, who 
instigated the rage and blood lust of the Sasquatch. “You stay here Ahiga, don't 
let that fire die out on us, keep watch, yell if you hear or see anything, I don't 
plan on going too far. I won't be long.” The young Indian nodded in relief and 
sank back onto the bed. The trapper walked over to the chimney and retrieved a 
barely lit stick from its bowels. Quickly and gently Bernard wrapped a piece of 
cloth from the bedspread around the stick, with a little powder from his horn 
and a few strikes with his flint the stick was burning brightly enough. Bernard 


took his rifle, Minnie balls, powder horn, and percussion caps and stepped 


outside quietly, and quickly closed the door behind him. That primal fear had 
already made itself known, by making Bernard afraid to the point he was 
stomach sick. The trapper tried as hard as he could to dispel his body's warnings 
of danger, it worked only to reduce his urge to hurl the jerky and apricots he ate 
earlier onto the grass. Bernard held his torch directly in front of him as he 
stepped away from the cabin and into the woods. The orange light from the 
torch only fought the darkness back a few meters. Bernard could only see the 
brush and gravel littering the ground in the torch’s influence, the sides and back 
of Bernard were consumed by the lack of light. Step after step Bernard carefully 
navigated into the dark until he could see the trunk of a tree in front of him, lit 
by the torch. Quietly Bernard got on his knees and planted the torch into the 
hard ground. Bernard looked around for any dry and dead branches littering the 
forest floor. Bernard took every branch from the tree and ground that he could 
see in the torch’s light. As Bernard pulled the torch from the ground he noticed 
something moving against the tree. The line tightly bound around the tree was 
shaking slightly. Bernard moved the torch to the right to bring the line into view. 
Suddenly the line began shaking up and down violently. Then the metallic jingle 
of bells rang out far down the line. The sound sent a paralyzing jolt of fear 
through Bernard, the Sasquatch had returned, and Bernard was at its mercy. 
After a few moments of staring at the line bobbing back and forth Bernard 
shook off the gaze of a fearful doe and sprung into action. The old trapper 
dropped his torch to the ground and stopped it out with his foot. Immediately 
the dark enveloped Bernard, and the whole world turned black, except for the 
stars and Nebula that lit the sky. The line continued to shake violently for a 
moment until the line stopped shaking and the bells stopped ringing. All was 
quiet, the cicadas and owls ceased their songs. Bernard stood against the tree for 


a moment the only thing that let him know he was still in a forest, and not an 


endless void of darkness. Bernard crouched down and got on his stomach, 
allowing his fear to take over his mind. Bernard put his face to the dirt and made 
every effort not to make a sound or a movement and become a part of the forest. 
A few dreadful moments of silence passed, with each moment Bernard grew 
more restless, why wasn’t the creature moving? Did it know? Was it already 
hidden away in a bush nearby waiting to lunge at the helpless Bernard? These 
questions hounded the forefront of the trapper’s mind despite his best efforts to 
expel them and keep his composure. Finally, a loud thud reverberated through 
the forest. Bernard could feel its impact shake his cheek ever so slightly. Then 
another thud, and another, it was closer now than when it ran into the bell trap. 
Bernard shut his mind off and tried to believe that he was hidden from sight, but 
the reality was he was out in the open, and any creature, even a man with a 
lantern could see him at the distance the beast was from his prone position. 
Another thud, and another, and another. They were slow, quiet, and methodical, 
the creature never stepped on a dead branch. It was careful and stealthy, like a 
cougar carefully approaching a docile deer, unaware of its presence. The only 
reason Bernard could hear its footsteps was because of how terribly close he was 
to the creature. The beast’s scent hit Bernard’s nose, the smell was almost 
unbearable, and it would have made the trapper gag if it weren't for the fact that 
silence was the only thing that could save his fragile life. For once Bernard was 
thankful for the darkness he found himself in, so he would not have to gaze 
upon the creatures imposing visage. Luckily its form was hidden away by the 
shadows of the night. It took another step, closer, Bernard could feel the impact 
of its weight shake his cheek. It couldn’t have been more than a few feet away. 
Then before Bernard had time to react the creature bounded across the empty 
field towards the cabin with a speed that was unnatural. Bernard took a deep 


breath, as the creature left the area. However a cold realization hit Bernard like a 


brick wall, the monster was after Ahiga. Bernard had time to rise to his feet and 
yell towards the now completely dark cabin to draw the attention of the beast, 
but he didn’t, he was too afraid, too much of a coward. After a moment of 
shameful cowardice, an agonizing howl of pain and suffering rang out as a 
consequence of Bernard’s inaction. The howl’s of suffering began to dissipate, 
into the dark wood past the cabin. “HELP, BERNARD!” Not before Ahiga got 
out a plea of desperation to Bernard’s ears. Bernard did not move, he remained 
there, with his face planted in the dirt, allowing his fear to take control of his free 
will. The screams of the innocent finally faded away into the pines and the 
willows. Bernard refused to move, he refused to fight his fear. Just as he was too 
much of a coward to look at his partner’s wife in the eyes. Just as he was too 
much of a coward to tell their boy, he no longer had a father because the trapper 


gunned him down. 


The Choice 


uddenly a voice rose to the surface hidden away inside of Bernard for far 

too long. “You have been a coward all your life. COWARD, COWARD, 
COWARD! Are you really going to let that young boy die because, you, an old, 
tired trapper were too afraid of dying? You are damn near close to death anyhow. 
This is your only chance to be a man, your only chance to clear the shame you 
feel so heavy. This is the only chance your gonna get to do something good, 
something you aren't doing for yourself. You will be remembered as a coward. 
Coward, coward, coward, coward, coward. Finally, that weak voice won out, and 
Bernard slowly rose to his feet and quickly crafted a torch from the branches he 
collected. Finally, the old trapper could see again, he dashed to the cabin as 
quickly as his old body could allow him. Inside the north side window was 
shattered with a large splotch of blood dripping from the window sill. Bernard 
wasted no time, he retrieved the map of the beast’s lair from the bed and got the 


stick of dynamite from the drawer, and dashed into the darkness to meet his 


destiny. The weeping willows and the trees howled at Bernard as he dashed in 
between them against the wind, without thinking Bernard began to follow the 
revolting scent left in the devil’s wake, which was so intense it could be followed 
by its putrid odor alone. Which was lucky for Bernard, as he had no time to find 
prints which only appeared in ideal circumstances such as weak ground, mud, or 
snow, none of which could be found in the cursed forest west of the wisdom 
river. Bernard began to hear the faint echo of Ahiga once more, it was still 
teetering off far ahead of the trapper, he had to be faster, he had to be swifter, he 
had to pretend he was young and nimble. Bernard pushed his body past the 
point of recovery. Every step was exhausting, the old guilty trapper took labored 
breathes with every movement but he did not falter. Bernard’s bravery gave him 
the will and strength he never knew he had. Bernard’s lungs burned and warm 
blood was starting to come up his throat when Ahiga’s cries began to get closer 
and stronger. Bernard dashed madly out of the woodland and into a small barren 
hill, with a small sharp mouth at its base. All was quiet, the trees were still and 
the wind ceased its howling. The trapper fell to the ground in exhaustion, his 
labored breaths broke the still silence. Bernard took no time to rest, the trapper 
has found he is severely short on time. The old trapper came to that beat-up 
haberdashery in the east to live his last days alone, isolated in the untamed 
wilderness. How foolish that was, these hellish woods have taught the old dying 
trapper one thing, he did not want to die alone, not in these woods. A ghost 
haunting an endless forest, that will never be found by anyone. Now there was 
no time. No time to see his life fulfilled, to face the coward that has controlled 
his life for far too long. There was only one thing to be done in the little time he 
had left, which was very little, Bernard, in his elderly wisdom knew his limits, 
and he had far exceeded them in his pursuit of the beast. The old trapper had to 
bring peace and closure to the family he destroyed, and to his guilty mind. The 


old man wiped the blood from his mouth and stood at the cavern’s mouth, 
hungry, and more than ready to swallow him up. Bernard took a deep drink of 
his flask, the whiskey burning away the pain in his chest. Bernard did not drink 
too much, because a drunken fool can face anything. Fear is not something a 
drunkard understands, and Bernard wanted to feel the fear, he wanted to hear 
that pathetic voice in his head tell him to run far away when danger presents 
itself. That meager voice was already beginning to push itself into Bernard’s 
conscience. ‘Don't go in there. Turn around! Run! Run! RUN FAR AWAY FROM 
THIS HELLHOLE!’ It hounded over and over in the trapper’s mind. Bernard 
pushed it back to the depths of his thoughts with all of his strength. Bernard 
breathed deeply and stepped into the darkness of the cavern. 


The Cave 


he light of the old trappers torch was beginning to teeter itself out. Little 

flickers of orange light illuminated the cold lifeless and jagged walls of the 
tight space. Bernard pushed his large frame through the tight gaps until he came 
into a wider, more open space of the cave. Bernard retrieved the map from his 
pack and examined it closely. The cavern went on in a straight line with a series 
of wider openings like the one he found himself in now. It went on and on until 
it meets the wisdom river, and ends at an underwater passage that flows into the 
raging water. Bernard put the map away and stepped forward, more confident in 
his navigational abilities. A harsh crunch stopped the old man mid-step, he 
looked down, and at his feet were many bodies, including the corpse of Bernard’s 
poor mule. The old girl didn’t deserve this fate one bit, Bernard never should 
have brought her here. The lifeless corpses lay scattered and ravaged by the beast. 
Victims, not only of the forest guardian but of the outlaws who cunningly 


manipulated it. Bernard carefully stepped over the poor souls, before stopping 


when a bright blue coat caught his eye. The trapper examined the corpse closer, 
it was the army man, turned rogue, and at his side the man with the duster. It 
seems no matter how cunning or devious, all souls seem to find themselves 
forgotten and abandoned, with only the beast to know they ever existed at all. A 
cold shiver came over the old man as the realization dawned on him that he 
would most likely suffer the same fate if he failed to find the boy, and get him out 
alive. Bernard pushed the grim thought aside, he would not let that boy be 
forgotten, and with a little luck, the old trapper would not fall victim to the 
cavern. As Bernard carefully crossed over the empty shells of the two owl hoots 
he noticed a Grey ball of hair resting softly on top of the criminal’s duster coat. 
Bernard stopped and got on his knees to inspect the object, it was a fox pelt hat, 
the very same hat that his partner was wearing not two days past. Bernard knew 
that under that hat he would find that poor man that had been racking the 
trapper with guilt, to his breaking point. Bernard pulled the cap away, only to 
find that nothing lay beneath it. The trapper took a deep breath, he carefully and 
respectfully placed the wet and dirty cap into his pack. The beast had already 
preyed upon all that remained of the city boy. Bernard allowed the guilt to 
overtake him once more, it is just what he deserved to feel. Bernard quietly rose 
to his feet and made his way to the tight opening that split into another expanse 
of cold and wet darkness. There was no noise, save for the droplets of water 
dripping from the stalactites on the cavern ceiling. It was quiet, much too quiet, 
the stillness was beginning to put the old man on the edge. The creature must be 
here, with Ahiga at its mercy, but there were no howls of pain, no cries of 
suffering, no savage munching of flesh, blood, and bone. It didn’t feel right, and 
the old man was starting to realize it. Slowly and defensively the trapper skulked 
forward with the dim torch held far from his chest like a shield of protection. 


Bernard was starting to suspect that the creature was setting a sly trap for him, 


hiding away in the far reaches of the shadows. Waiting for a chance to ambush 
the old and mortally wounded man. Every step felt heavy and loud, as the 
trapper’s boots sliding on the wet gravel were the only sounds in the passage, 
amplified by the size of the cave. Bernard once more found himself at the base of 
another crevice that led to the last large space of the cave system, according to 
the outlaw’s map. The trapper shoved his tired body through the passage and on 
the other side Bernard stood still and listened. He could hear deep exhales, 
emanating from the most northern corner of the passage, enhanced in volume by 
the echo the cave walls. It was the beast, judging by the sound of its deep 
breathes it was either asleep, or preparing to attack. Bernard threw his torch to 
the cold ground and retrieved his Springfield. The old hunter quietly brought it 
to his shoulder as he aimed in the direction of the menacing grunts, and waited 
to find out which one it was. The bellowing of the beast continued as Bernard 
waited tensely. It had succumbed to slumber. Bernard retrieved his torch and 
stepped alongside the eastern side of the cavern, staying as far away from the 
groans of the beast as he could. Bernard stepped along slowly with his back to 
the wet and slimy cavern wall as he inched himself along, looking for any sign of 
Ahiga’s presence. Finally, Bernard saw something colorful reflect back at him 
from the orange light of his torch. Bernard took a step back to examine it, it was 
not Ahiga, but rather an old crude cave painting. It depicted the beast 
undeniably, large and imposing, with large claws, and saucer-like penetrating red 
eyes. It stood over an injured Indian man who appeared to have an arrow lodged 
in his knee. To the right of the kneeling man was another Indian man, with a bow 
at his face. No doubt the cause of the other Indian’s predicament. It seemed the 
Indian folk knew these woods were cursed for far too long. No doubt the beast 
turned from a horrifying truth to a myth told to children as the Indians migrated 


east across the wisdom river, where the beast has no influence. “This place seems 


to force the worst inside of every man to the surface: The old man thought to 
himself as he looked upon the morbid image of cowardice. The painting depicted 
Bernard’s greatest fear, the fear of being remembered as a coward, as a monster, 
as the worst parts of himself. It was then Bernard came to the realization that his 
fear of being remembered as a coward outweighed his fear of the Sasquatch, and 
the terror of being remembered as a man too afraid to face life’s greatest 
challenges terrified the old man more then the uncertainty of death itself. The 
old man pulled himself from his thoughts and continued along, hugging the 
cavern wall tightly. Suddenly Bernard felt his hand touch something warm, the 
old man pulled back and put his torch to the wall. It was him, it was Ahiga. 
Bernard’s heart grew warm with hope. The young boy was stuffed tightly and 
savagely into a small crevice, the walls of which were stained with blood both 
old and new. Carefully and gently Bernard grabbed the young man by his 
shoulders and pulled him from the crevice, his clothing scratched against the 
walls as he pulled. The sound reverberated through the silent cave, but the 
creature did not break from its drawn-out exhales. The boy was torn up, his 
wrist was shattered, a long shard of bone was penetrating the skin at the top of 
his forearm. Bernard slapped the boy’s face a few times gently. In response Ahiga 
moaned gently with his mouth agape. The lone hunter was in a very bad way, he 
was hardly conscious and his face was as pale as the moon. The old trapper 
retrieved his canteen from his pack and poured its contents onto the boy’s face. 
Before Ahiga could make a sound the old man put his hand over the boy's 
mouth. Ahiga opened his eyes wide with shock, Bernard tried his best to get the 
kid to relax. After a moment the kid realized that it was not the beast coming to 
take him to his doom, and he gave the old man a nod, letting him know that he is 
calm. Bernard motioned with his hand towards the small crevice that led to the 


underwater passage that flows into the wisdom river. Ahiga nodded in 


understanding and the two men slowly rose to their feet and began meandering 
there way over bones, bottles, pots, pans, and any other personal possession of 
the lost souls that were left to rot in the bowels of the cavern’s darkness. The 
men took each step deliberately, careful not to make even the slightest of sounds 
that would rouse the beast from its slumber. Bernard made it to the jagged crack 
in the wall first. The old trapper stood aside and pushed the young man through 
the cavity, and forced himself inside after him. The two men squeezed and 
heaved as they forced their bodies through the tight cavern walls. Suddenly a 
loud cracking sound echoed through the silence, and reverberated throughout 
the cavern as it bounced off the walls of the underground passage. Ahiga looked 
back at Bernard with a look of pure fear, his face was whiter than ever, and his 
eyes were filled with desperation, like a cornered animal. The cavern was quiet 
for a moment before a loud scratching sound filled the men’s ears. The creature 
was rousing itself. As its rough fur scrapped against the cavern floor, Bernard 
shoved the boy forward with all of his might. Ahiga fell to the other side with a 
wet splash as he plummeted into the cold water. Bernard followed suit, using a 
sense of touch to guide him to the other side. Bernard felt relief as the passage 
once again opened up into a small circular passage. Ahiga pulled himself from 
the water as quietly as he could and the two men pressed their backs to the 
passage and waited to see if the beast would pursue them. The beast made little 
to no noise besides the scratching of its fur as it patrolled the perimeter of the 
cave. After a moment the beast made its way to the crevice that concealed the 
two men. The beast grunted loudly and sounded like a strange combination of a 
dog bark and the menacing warning growl of a grizzly bear. Then it began to 
clamp its jaws together harshly, not unlike a distressed grizzly bear. Finally, the 
creature quieted down and loudly made its way to the southern passage, 


crushing glass and bone between its feet carelessly. The two men listened as they 


heard the beast quietly begin to feed on a carcass, and most likely the carcass of a 
human being. The two men now know all too well that the beast has grown a 
liking for the flesh of men, as it had been left at the creatures hunting grounds by 
those foul owl hoots who had left the beast a twisted offering. As such the beast 
has no doubt grown a liking for a source of food that requires so little effort to 
obtain, and a source of food that took the creatures joy from its life when they 
killed its child. Bernard took a moment to think about his next course of action. 
After a moment of deliberation the old man decided now was the time to face his 
fears, and put his guilty heart to rest at last. Softly Bernard pulled Ahiga close to 
him and began quietly whispering away his sins. “I ain't got much time left kid, 
my lungs are burning something fierce. Do you want to know what brought me 
to these woods? I came here after I shot my hunting partner dead. I came here 
because I knew nobody who crosses the wisdom river, crosses it in search of 
humanity. The land here is untamed, primal, and devoid of anything civilized. I 
came here to hide away my crimes rather than admitting to them. Now I am 
being punished for it. The man I shot’s name is Bill Hunt, a city boy. Came here 
to bag a brown bear, got a bullet instead. I promised that man that I would show 
him how to trap, how to hunt, how to survive in the wild parts of the world. I 
was responsible for him, and I failed him. | ain’t getting out of these woods alive 
Ahiga. I’ve pushed my body beyond fixin, so I would like to ask, that you take 
Bill’s fox pelt hat to his family to the east, they are staying at the haberdashery 
there awaiting his return. Please tell them exactly what happened, tell them of 
my failure.’ Ahiga stood still for a moment, processing what Bernard had told 
him. “Tell them yourself old man. You don't have to die here, go home, you have 
paid the price for your mistakes.” Bernard breathed heavily, his lungs were 
burning with each labored breath. “I can’t, I won't make it through the passage, 


my lungs are torn up, I can't hold my breath. Please do what I ask of you Ahiga. 


Out of respect for the old and the weary like me. If you make it out of here alive 
do as I ask of you, and please warn others of the curse that lies in these woods. 
This forest is cursed, and not just by the beast. This primal land seems to have 
brought out the worst in all of us. The cunning cruelty of the outlaws, the 
overwhelming desire for revenge that nearly got you killed, and the cowardice, 
that has led me here. And don’t you think about ever coming back here, there is 
nothing for you, or anyone here but pain and suffering. I’m old, and I have seen 
the consuming power of revenge ruin lives. Don't let revenge ruin you as well.” 
Pleaded the old man, as each word made it more difficult for the trapper to 
breathe. Bernard knew in his old wisdom that the cold and unforgiving cruelty 
of the frontier leads many poor souls on a path to desolation. Bernard hoped 
that Ahiga could steer himself from that fate. Ahiga nodded, he understood, 
Ahiga always respected the wisdom the old possessed. “Now go kid, you don't 
need to wait around to see me die, go on, and do well to remember what I told 
you.’ Ordered Bernard as he shoved the dirty fox pelt into Ahiga’s deerskin 
knapsack. Ahiga did not respond, he stood still as a statue as he struggled with 
Bernard’s words. Finally, the boy looked towards Bernard. “T can’t let the beast 
go, not knowing that others will fall victim to it. I can’t let it continue to plague 
this forest with its blood lust.’ Bernard looked at the kid sternly before shoving 
the boy into the water creating a loud splash that echoed through the cavern. 
“Whoops, ain't no time to chat now, it’s comin’ don’t worry kid, I'll make sure 
the beast gets what’s comin’ to him fore’ I die. Now get gone, before your family 
have to mourn another child!” Shouted Bernard well aware that the beast would 
hear him. The beast wasted no time as it charged towards the source of the noise 
trampling bone and fur as it dashed madly towards the crevice. The beast 
slammed into the crevice in an uncontrollable rage, its long and lanky arms 


reaching through to grab the old man. Bernard looked once more at the passage, 


and at seeing Ahiga long gone the old man breathed a sigh of relief as he 
retrieved the stick of dynamite from his bag and placed it at the mouth of the 
crevice. The beast howled an unnatural human-like scream as it squeezed itself 
into the crevice, unwavering in its desire to destroy Bernard the trapper. The 
creature’s unnatural and human-like visage came into full view as it drew closer 
to the old man, it’s bright orange eyes staring into Bernard with a savage gaze of 
fury. Bernard was not bothered as he calmly lit a match from his matchbox and 
brought it to the wick. With a loud sizzle, the wick began burning away. Quickly 
Bernard plunged himself into the water as the wick sizzled out and made contact 
with the black powder load within creating a massive orange plume as the 
explosion rippled the water and pushed Bernard beneath the surface. Quickly 
Bernard returned to the surface and found brown dust and tumbling chunks of 
rock blocking his vision and hearing. The old man hauled himself back onto the 
ledge and felt his way to the source of the explosion. Bernard waved away the 
dust to ensure that the beast had fallen in the chaotic blast. The dynamite must 
have had a large powder grain, as the crevice was gone, and in its wake stood a 
rock slide with a small open mouth at the roof of the cavern. Bernard kicked 
around a few of the rocks but found no evidence that the creature fell into his 
trap. Sticking to his word to Ahiga, Bernard would not lie down to enjoy his 
final moments in peace until he has confirmed the Sasquatch had been 
destroyed. The old man shambled his way up the rock slide and forced himself 
through the small mouth at its peak. Bernard felt his way around the lair of the 
Sasquatch and found a few pieces of loose clothing that he wrapped tightly 
around the butte of his Springfield to create another torch. Bernard quickly got 
the torch alight with another match and carefully began to inspect the lair for 
evidence of the creature. The beast did not lie dead in the explosion, but a large 


trail of deep red blood created a path leading south, through the crevices and out 


of the cave. In the back of his mind, Bernard knew the dynamite had not killed 
the highly intelligent beast, a crude trap, that any hunter could spot, and the 
beast was most certainly a hunter. However Bernard knew trapping better than 
most, he had the knowledge of animal behavior and tactics to make sure that 
even a hunter could become the hunted. The old man took a deep labored breath 
as he began slithering along the trail of fresh blood. As Bernard squeezed 
through the narrow crevices of the cavern once more he considered his plan 
carefully. Through his experience with the beast, he knew it would not fall prey 
to simple traps, as it had learned to set traps of its own on the weary trapper. 
Bernard knew that if he wanted to fell the beast and prove to himself that he 
could be as brave as he wills to be, he must use more direct methods. One of 
which that Bernard thought of as he gazed at his dim torch, was a controlled 
burn, to herd the monster where he required it to be. Quickly the old trapper 
removed his clothing and cut himself with his knife. After drenching his clothes 
in blood, the old man covered himself in dirt and mud to cover his smell, so that 
he could not be detected downwind of the Sasquatch. The beast would be on 
edge and in an enraged state due to its injuries. Bernard knew this and he knew 
that his scent along with some fresh blood would eventually bring the beast back 
to its den to ensure its survival, and appease its blood lust and desire for revenge 
against humankind. For the first time Bernard took a long deep gulp from his 
flask. If he hoped to push through to daybreak he would need the hopeless 
energy that the devil’s drink provides. The time had come for Bernard’s 
professional skills to be tested to their limits. The old man forced himself out of 
the cave and into the night. After scanning his surroundings and ensuring the 
beast was not lying in wait to spring a trap of its own, Bernard began preparing 


his final trapping expedition. 


The Trappers Final Trap 


ernard sat his satchel on the ground and first removed all the powder from 

his Minnie ball paper wads with his knife. Then the old wheezing hunter 
retrieved the bloody Westinghouse trap he used to commit a most terrible act, 
and placed it at the base of the cavern mouth. With maple leaves and pine needles 
concealing it perfectly to the keenest of animal instincts. Then with his rusty 
skinning knife Bernard dug out two straight parallel lines from the opposing 
sides of the cavern mouth and began digging them outward until they made a 
clear straight path that once filled with black powder would make for the perfect 
controlled burn. That would hopefully lead the beast to its necessary demise. 
The worn old man took a moment of respite and downed the rest of the contents 
within his flask. Being sure to leave a bit of alcohol at the bottom of the bottle, 
then he pushed it into the dirt that concealed the Westinghouse trap. Then the 
old mountain man dumped some black powder down the hole, a makeshift 


bomb. A sinister trap made for men, but applicable to the legendary Sasquatch. 


Then the old man poured the rest of his powder from his horn down the lines he 
created, making two rivers of gunpowder by which to guide the suffering 
creature to an end to its pain. If the steel trap and bomb were not enough to 
bring the beast down, Bernard crafted one last most terrible trap. A pitfall, not a 
trap made for insects but for big game, a cruel trap conceived by evil men that 
bring shame to the trapping profession. However on this night Bernard thanked 
those men, for the pitfall would prove fatal to even the mythical forest giant. 
Tirelessly Bernard dug out a deep pit with nothing but sticks, stones, and his 
hands. By the time Bernard was finished dawn was not far away, the sky was 
turning dark purple as the sun got ready to peek over the horizon. The old man 
quickly carved a few stakes with his skinning knife, then scoured the nearby 
forest for the bright pink flowers of the Oleander plant. It took some time but 
Bernard found a few handfuls of the plants after deeply foraging the woodland. 
The sun was beginning to penetrate the sky, and bright light flooded through the 
trees casting shadows upon the forest floor. The old man wasted no time and 
quickly mashed the oleander flowers into a paste and slathered them over the 
stakes and planted them deep into the bowels of the pitfall trap. Quickly the 
mountain man covered the trap with forest debris and a thin layer of cloth. Then 
a few feet from the cruel trap Bernard climbed the tallest pine tree he could see 
where a tree blind would provide the old man the vantage point he would need 
to set the trap into motion. Then the trapper fired his Springfield into the air to 
arouse the curiosity of the intelligent being. As the old man sat still against the 
pine tree, he enacted the most important virtue a trapper and hunter can have, 
patience. The loud snap of a branch awoke Bernard, the poor old man had been 
forced to sleep by his old age and dying body. It was daylight now, the sun was 
low in the sky, it was late morning. Bernard gazed down from his position on the 


branch, and the terrifying visage of the Sasquatch came into full view. Its dark 


brown, patchy fur reflecting brightly in the sun’s light. The smell wafting from 
the animal nearly made Bernard cough out of nausea. Bernard steeled himself as 
the beast approached the mouth of the cave in a slow but methodical stride. 
Calmly and silently Bernard loaded his last Minnie ball and paper wad into his 
Springfield rifle, and placed a percussion cap on the nipple reluctantly. Prepared 
to take the life of another being but once more. The trapper drew a steady and 
precise beat on the flask hidden beneath the forest litter. After a moment that 
never seemed to end the Sasquatch took a cautious step onto the pressure plate. 
With a metallic cling, the trap snapped shut and snapped the beast’s calf in two. 
The Sasquatch howled the very same agonized howl it let out within the cave. 
Bernard felt sympathy and regretted his actions but without a second thought, 
he pulled the trigger of his Springfield. The bomb exploded in a haze of violent 
shrapnel and fire. The Sasquatch let out another drawn-out howl of pain. 
However, to Bernard’s surprise, the beast had not been destroyed by the bomb as 
he expected. The wounded and feral beast smashed the steel trap to pieces in a 
primal rage. It attempted to run into the warm embrace of the wild forest but the 
bomb lit the fires of Bernard’s will as two walls of raging fire sprang up from the 
lines of black powder, and the creature had no choice but to follow the path the 
trapper had laid for it. The beast looked up at the source of its agony. It locked 
eyes with Bernard, and its savage yet intelligent gaze sent a shiver down the 
dying man’s spine. The beast hooted and whooped like an owl and began 
dashing madly towards the pine concealing the trapper. Suddenly a bullet 
whizzed past Bernard piercing and destroying the silent stealth that Bernard 
needed for his pitfall trap to work. That dreadful outlaw with the Yankee coat 
was alive and not so well, dirty, pale, and drenched in blood. The scoundrel 
locked eyes with Bernard, and in those eyes, Bernard saw only hatred, only 


malice, only rage. In the outlaw’s eyes, Bernard came to the realization that some 


men just don’t have good within them. Some men truly are born to cause harm 
to themselves and others. The man discharged his revolver once more, and with 
the aim of a trained soldier he pierced Bernard’s grizzled chest. The old man let 
out a slight moan as he plummeted to the forest floor slamming his limbs into 
branches violently as gravity pulled him to his inevitable death. The old man hit 
a large branch stomach down with a loud thud, stopping the violent fall in its 
tracks. The old man coughed up bright red blood, his chest and lungs had been 
crushed. Even still the old man forced his head up to see the creature finally get 
the end to its pain it so desperately needed. Even mortally wounded the beast 
flew at the outlaw like a bat out of hell. In less than a second the monster had 
wrapped its large and leathery claws around the outlaws head. The man 
unloaded his pistol into the air in a desperate attempt to save his life, but it was 
far too late for that. The beast forced its fingers into the man’s mouth and in one 
swift motion pulled the man’s head into two. With a loud crack and a wet echo 
the top of the man’s head rolled to the forest floor. The man’s blue coat turned 
dark red as his body slumped down to its knees. The beast slowly turned 
towards Bernard once more, and with a deep guttural ape-like hoot, it slowly 
bounded towards the dying man as crimson blood dripped from its stained 
clawed fingers. Leaving a trail of savagery and lifeblood in its wake. Bernard 
sighed guiltily as the creature plummeted through the thin veil of the pitfall and 
its strong hairy thighs were pierced through by three stakes. As the beast lay 
dying, Bernard saw something in its eyes he did not see when it hunted him near 
Bill’s grave. Bernard saw pain, he saw suffering, not because it was mortally 
wounded, but because it had been consumed by a different kind of guilt than 
Bernard. The guilt of a mournful parent. As the beast moved its last and slumped 
softly into the grass, its broken and lost gaze stared into the trapper. Bernard felt 


remorse, the creature was lost, alone, and enraged, and its rage-fueled attempt to 


avenge its offspring and wipe away the shame it felt was similar to the way 
Bernard had hunted the beast. To make amends with his own failure’s. It was 
over now, it was all over, the creature could be at peace, and so to could the old 
trapper. The old man could hardly keep his head up, his face was numb, and the 
world was spinning madly around him. Suddenly the branch cracked beneath 
the trapper’s weight and the dying man plummeted to muck on the forest floor. 
Bernard’s vision blurred and his body was getting ice-cold. He was dying, and he 
had seen enough brutality on the frontier to know it. The old man opened his 
eyes and stared at the beautiful pines above, their branches winding and twisting 
like a snowflake in the wind. The trapper had never seen such beauty, not like 
this, because for the first and only time in his life Bernard felt alive. The dying 
hunter felt like himself, he had laid his guilt to rest, and he had learned to accept 
himself, as flawed as the elderly man was. The life worn hermit smiled his last 
smile as the life left his blue eyes and faded into the blue sky above. Bernard had 
lost the brand of the coward and become the hero he always needed to be, and in 


his last breathe Bernard got his wish. He did not die alone. 


Afterword 


| f you found my story interesting, check out the Bauman story on youtube. It 

is the inspiration for “Hunted” and is the supposedly true story of a trapper 
that encountered a strange being in the woods near the wisdom river. The story 
was published as a short excerpt by President Theodore Roosevelt in his novel 
dedicated to the natural world called “The Wilderness Hunter” Which was 
published in 1902. Also, I appreciate any and all reviews so please share your 
thoughts and criticisms and I hoped you enjoyed my little short story. If you 
wish to get in contact please email me at brandontolin@yahoo.com Thank you 


so much for your support and for reading my short story! 
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Also by Brandon Tolin 


If you enjoyed my short story about the haunted forests west of the wisdom 
river, you will greatly enjoy my western adventure horror yarn about the 
mythology of the Kapyulans of Northwest Oregon in my novel “The Injun’ and 
The Owlhoot” Also check out my short story “Rattletooth” A bite-sized whacky 
tale of science gone wrong (Like always) And the consequences of genetic 


tampering and hybridization. 


Rattletooth 
https://www.amazon.com/~/e/BO8L27C9SP 


Rattletooth is a quickly paced short story about the consequences of genetic 


engineering/tampering and the horrors that can spawn from hybridization. 


The Injun’ and The Owlhoot 
https://www.amazon.com/~/e/BO8L27C9SP 


The Injun’ and The Owlhoot is a classic western adventure with a flair of gothic 


grit and a big splash of horror due in part to the terror of Kapyulan mythology. 


